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STUCK IN 1 THE ICE, 


SS HE is a very queer old craft, the good 

-) ship Blunderer, whose only captain is her 

motive power, a zodlogical specimen 
known as the ‘‘ Democracy,” and accurately 
portrayed in the cartoon on our last page. She 
was, indeed, a gallant craft, once upon a time; 
but that time is far behind the memory of even 
the oldest Bourbon who never learns, never for- 
gets, and a/ways drinks. 

Of late-years, she has scarcely kept abreast 
of the progress in naval architecture. The 
Robesonian rickets, indeed, pervade her whole 
system, from stem to stern; and her ‘general 
style is such as to make her easily navigable by 
Mr. Richard Thompson, ruler of the U. S, Na- 
vee and monarch of the marine band. But 
there is a rococo rustiness about her that has, 
of late, confined her voyages principally to that 
fluvial course known as Salt River; and her 
many trips have invariably been in one direc- 
tion—up. 

Just at present, she is at a standstill, stuck 
fast in the raging canawl of Finance. The de- 
voted driver from Delaware urges on the fiery 
charger; but there is very little wild career 
to be got out of that asinine locomotive. La- 
mar gives his hair to the wind, thinks of the 
days befo’ the Wah, and poles vigorously on 
one side. Randall gives futile pokes at the ob- 
structions on the other, Wood jabs at the jam 
after his own desultory fashion. Ben Hill pours 
hot water, boiling from contact with his own 
ardent spirit, on the ice at the bows; and little 
Samcox loafs in the stern and sings Pinafore 
songs. This last performance does not, per- 
haps, help the advance of the vessel; but it 
keeps Samcox out of worse mischief, and per- 
haps utilizes all the talent he possesses. 

Yet, as an elegant superfluity of culinary ar- 
tists is apt to spoil the broth, so all the diverse 
and divergent efforts of the various members of 
the Democratic crew tend only to put them 
ashcre, in one sense, and at sea, in another. 

Not that it is very much to be wondered at. 
There isa fine collection of widely differing 
democratic opinions on the money question. 





two members of the unfortunate party regard 
the subject from the same standpoint. It is 
doubtful if any one-and-a-half, in fact, agree 
on the simple question of what money is. 
Some view it merely as a barren ideality, and 
still are fain to enlarge its issue. Others look 
at it in quite a different light, as a sacred solid- 
ity whose value to the holder must in no wise 
be depreciated 

This variegated policy seems to us only the 
natural result of the peculiar position in which 
the Democratic party has been placed, or ra- 
ther it has placed itself, for some years. Is it 
at all odd that a party should be ignorant of 
the nature and uses of money which has not 
had the handling of it in twenty years? 

At the next general election men will vote 
who have been born and lived all their lives 
under the administration of the Republican 
party. During the infancy, boyhood, and 
downy adolescence of this generation, the 
American exchequer has been under the can- 
trol of the capable and capacious Republican. 
He has stowed away all the loose lucre: he has 
disposed of the government funds: he has 
cropped his fill from that traditional ‘‘ crib ””— 
and all this time the poor “outs” have never 
seen enough of the public money to enable 
them to tell gold from greenbacks. 

If you want the Democratic party to have 
clearer and more unanimous views on the 
money question, just give them the chance to 
learn that their opponents have had. 

Turn them loose on the Treasury. 


HXTRA!! 
PUCK’S ANNUAL 
1880 


is now published, and can be obtained in all quarters of 
the Globe, from Dan to Beer-Sheba, and from Alpha to 
Omaha. 

A few of a myriad of testimonials and communica- 
tions from distinguished individuals, relating to PUCK’s 
ANNUAL, are appended: 

FROM THE CZAR OF RUSSIA. 
WINTER PALACE, ST. PETERSBURG. 
I attribute my escape from a dynamitic death on the 


Moscow Railroad to a copy of Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 
which I expect to receive next week. ALEXANDER. 














FROM QUEEN VICTORIA. 
WINDSOR CASTLE. 
During the past fortnight I have suffered from a severe 
cold. It is now quite better. Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880 
cured me. I shall never take any other medicine. Send 
me immediately another thousand copies. VICTORIA. 





FROM PRESIDENT GREVY. 
ELYSEE, PARIS. 
Unless you forward an additional supply of Puck’s 
ANNUAL for 1880 I fear nothing can prevent a Cabinet 
crisis. Cable reply. ° GREVY. 





FROM THE KING AND QUEEN OF SPAIN. 
EscuRIAL, MADRID. 
Only one circumstance clouds our Honeymoon—we 
have not yet received PuCK’s ANNUAL for 1880. But we 
live in hope. ALPHONSO AND CHRISTINE. 


FROM THE KING OF ITALY. 

THE QUIRINAL, ROME. 
My health is very poor. I suffer from pains in the 
shoulder-blades, pains in the head, pains in the toe-nails, 
baldness, jaundice of the front teeth, and antithesis of the 
elbow. I feel I could be a better and stronger man, and 
boss things with more equanimity, if I had a copy of 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880. Send one. HUMBERT. 








FROM THE SULTAN OF TURKEY. 
THE SERAGLIO, PERA. 
Please despatch by first opportunity half-a-dozen su- 
perior American wives and as many copies of PUCK’s 





There is a woful lack of united action. No 


ANNUAL for 1880. ABDUL MULDOON. 








Putkerings. 





k ALMAGE is a go-as-you-please, all by him- 
se 





QUEEN ANNE-you-all know is dead, but 
Puck’s ANNUAL know is just born. 





WE wish Mr. Talmage every success; but he 
will have to boom for his own bolt. 





THERE was an old man of St. Val, 
Who remarked: ‘On my honor I shall 
Pine away quite and die 
If you don’t let me buy 
A copy of Puck’s ANNU-AL. 





Mr. WENDELL PHILiPs thinks that newspa- 
pers ought to be abolished, and requests them 
to mention the fact. 





THERE was a young man of Bengal, 
Whose faults were exceedingly small. 
He was so excellent 
That his neighbors all went 
And bought for him Puck’s ANNU-AWL. 





THe Hayden murder case has already de- 
veloped many interesting features; ditto vis- 
cera. 


THE champagne crop has really failed, it ap- 
pears; but we may be happy yet, for we have 
Pucx’s ANNUAL to fall back on. 


ANOTHER Peruvian victory is reported. The 
Chilian gentleman was hit under the left ear, 
and will not be about for a day or two. 


Puck’s German Kalender is ‘‘ soeben erschie- 
nen,” according to the advertisements. Pucx’s 
English Annual isn’t soeben erschienen—it 
hasn’t that command of syllables—but it’s out. 


THOUGH we are not a fool, 
We cannot quite indicate 

The diff. ’twixt a “‘pool”’ 
And a Syndicate. 





THERE was a young Frenchman of Nesle, 
Who inquires: ‘‘ Do you think I would fail 
To purchase and send 
To my every friend 

A sample of Puck’s ANNU-AIL? 

THE Aldermen voted for the Chambers street 
Horse Railroad that they might have direct 
communication with the Puck office, and pur- 
chase Puck’s ANNUAL more easily. It is true, 
the Puck office is at 21 and 23 Warren street; 
but that doesn’t matter. 


As white as the breast of the snows is 
The cloud through whose storm-driven rents 
We see the dark shades it encloses— 
The gloom of Valkyrian tents. 
This is new. But what every man knows is: 
Puck’s ANNUAL ’s Twenty-Five Cents, 





WE don’t want to be unkindly critical; but 
we must suggest to the Czar of Russia that if 
he wants to get up an attempt that will really 
wake up popular enthusiasm, it won’t do to 
have a torpedo exploded ten miles behind his 
railway train. He has got to run some risk 
about it; even if he does get peppered a bit, 
like his German colleague. This little arrange- 
ment of his is attenuated, and ‘doesn’t thrill 
for a dime. 





NOTICE. 


Number 26 a Puck will be nae at this Office, No. 
21 & 23 Warren St., at 25 CHIN T'S per copy. 
ge In sending copies by mail please roll lengthwise. 
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THE MODERN COLOSSUS OF (RAIL) ROADS. 
N the good old days when fairies dwelt 
among us, and would hobble out, on their 
high-heeled shoes, from the fire-place, to 
rid us of our enemies and transform us into 
princes and princesses of perennial beauty and 
joyousness—in those halcyon days there existed 
ogres also. And very terrible fellows those 
ogres were. They stumped over the earth with 
huge clubs, uttering stentorian howls, and on 
coming home to their grim castles invariably 
sat down to a hot supper of stewed baby. 

But one good word must be said for the 
ogres of old. Unless history is false—which, it 
is well known, history never is—the ogres con- 
tented themselves with swallowing babies, and 
never gobbled up anything else. 

Alas, for our degenerate times, we have our 
ogres also; and of a far more terrible breed 
than those of yore. The sort we have now-a- 
days are not content with babies as a diet, but 
hunger for their fathers and mothers and 
grown-up relatives. They are not satisfied 
with swallowing the individual, but “go” for 
all his belongings, and take down his crops, his 
mines, his factories, his herds and flocks, and 
all the rest of his material wealth, at a mouthful, 

A delightful picture of two of these ogres 
may be seen when we gaze upon the faces of 
Messrs. Vanderbilt and Jay Gould, and it is an 
easy task to show their ogre-like capacities for 
swallowing. 

The great West, which may be called the 
producing portion of the northern United 
States, has but one serious difficulty in its effort 
at accummulating wealth—z. ¢., the facilities 
for reaching the seaboard with its products. 
There are railways enough, which can provide 
rolling stock sufficient to move, on time, all 
that even the West can produce; and, in some 
cases, where there are rival roads, freight tariffs 
are placed at the lowest figures. 

And just here is where the ogre comes in. 
With enormous capital, with combinations, 
“syndicates” of bankers, and venal legislatures, 


rival railways are not suffered to exist, but are |- 


merged in “trunk” lines, which are the only 
means that the interior has of reaching the 
seaboard. The stock-raiser who has 10,000 
heads of cattle for shipment to Europe, or for 
slaughter in the Eastern States’ abattoirs, 
arranges for their transportation on the basis 
of rates paid last year. But, O, bless your 
soul! Not much! Rates have risen fifty per 
centum. Why? There is no why; the ipse 
dixit of the ogre raises freights, and there is no 
appeal; there is no other route to tide-water or 
the East, and the stock-raiser may ship his 
cattle at a loss or let their bones bleach on the 
prairies, as do those of the buffalo. 

What is true of the cattle-raisers is also true 
in the case of the farmers, miners, and all other 
great producers in the West. 

As Vanderbilt drove over a poor old man, in 
the upper part of this city, a few months ago, so 
he holds the reins of the railroads and drives 
over the industries of the richest portion of 
this country—the hope of America. 

When Jay Gould and Fisk were stealing Erie, 
and clutching the Judiciary of New York by 
the throat (Tweed’s ring abetting them) they 
were not doing a tithe of the wrong Gould is 
now doing in throttling the enterprise of the 
West, by his railroad monopolies. 

Is there no remedy? Yes, in Federal inter- 
ference. But, then, what a lobby there will be? 
Let the people, however, watch their represen- 
tatives and refuse to be ridden over by Jay 
Gould, Vanderbilt and Company, either im 
Congress or out of it. 

The old fible of the brass statue of the 
,. Colossus of Rhodes has dwindled down in the 
light of recent investigation to have been a 
much less lofty “‘figger’’ than the tin “Liberty 








Enlightening the World,” whose fist alone 
astonishes the world. 

May investigation reduce the power and 
strength of our modern Colossus of Rail-Roads; 
this can be done as soon as the people say it 
shall be done. They have the remedy in their 
own hands, and if they suffer have only them- 
selves to blame. 








BROTHER TALMAGE CUTS HIMSELF ADRIFT. 


DRIFT, but not from Puck. Brother 
Taimage may sail away from Synod and 
Presbytery and Dr. Van Dyke, but not 

from Puck; and our readers, as they read the 
exciting news in their daily papers, need have 
no fear that the dearly beloved Jumping-Jack 
of Brooklyn has quitted these pages. 

And, indeed, we rather admire the worship- 
pers of the Tabernacle for their action. It was 
a cool cheek, after all, this continually charg- 
ing and perpetually trying Bro. Talmage, and 
then asking his congregation to pay the bill of 
attendant expenses. And now, cut adrift, with 
nobody having the right to criticise, to con- 
demn, or, still less, to punish, what a jolly love- 
feast and mutual admiration society there will 
be in the Tabernacle! He ought to call it 
‘‘ Talmage’s Circus” now— ‘The greatest 
Show on Earth.”” Nobody can prevent him. 

And it shows what a genius the map has. 
Many people have considered him merely a 
shallow-pated idiot, dependent upon his cheek 
for success; but we always pinned our flag of 
faith to Talmage’s solid junks of genius. 

Think of it! He is charged with all sorts of 
naughty things, and the air is blue with the 
rumored certainty of his conviction. Does he 
fight it out? No, he recollects that he who 
lives to run away, may live to fight for many a 
day. The quotation is the Talmage version, 
but is pat to the matter at issue. And Talmage 
skips, leaving Synod and Presbytery without 
anybody to try at their forthcoming trial. 

Now, we submit that there is true genius in 
the example which Bro. Talmage sets to all suf- 
fering fellow-mortals “ in difficulties.’’” Suppose 
Pat the Slogger, who slogs Policeman Dobbs on 
the head with a hammer, shall say before his 
trial: ‘‘ Your Honor, and Gentlemen of the 
Jury, there is such an inherent and radical dif- 
ference of opinion in all questions, especially 
moral and social questions, between us that I 
henceforth withdraw myself from within your 
jurisdiction ’”—how much easier it would be for 
P, the S, than to serve five years in Sing Sing, 
and how easy it would be for the Judges! 

And if that dashing young cashier who thinks 
he is being ‘‘shadowed” by bank officers, should 
merely hint to them that, whatever peccadilloes 
he might have committed in the past—not to 
call them peculations—he was removed from all 
liability by withdrawing himself, by seceding, 
as it were, beyond their jurisdiction, wouldn’t 
it be a day of jubilee for cashiers with faro 
proclivities ? 

In fact, Bro. Talmage has established a new 
code of morals. When you get into a hole, 
get out of it by “withdrawing ” from the con- 
trol of your superiors in authority. It is very 
convenient for the parties in difficulty, but 
there may be a doubt if .it would work well in 
case it becomes a recognized rule of conduct. 

Anyhow, Talmage has seceded; so let us all 
“Praise God, from Whom all blessings flow!” 

Sing! 

Selah! 








THE young person named Talmage quite lax is, 
And with bigotry other folks taxes. 
; Says he: “If you please, 
I’ll revolve at my ease, 
On my own theological axis, 
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PUCK’S PANTHEON. 
No, IX. 
J. G. BLAINE. 


THE SONOROUS SENATOR OF THE SANGUINARY SHIRT. 


a is one of the happy characteristics of 





this most happy country that we have no 
statesmen. 
_ Our prominent public men are strictly poli- 
ticians. 

They are constructed on a rough model, and 
their fibre is proportionately coarse. 

Perhaps the Senator from Maine, Mr. J. G. 
Blaine, is a good specimen of the coarse type. 
Certainly nobody ever accused him of being a 
gentleman, although there is a certain amount 
of dogmatic assertion about him which com- 
mands considerable respect in some quarters. 

Perhaps he acquired this quality when, many 
years ago, he was young and charming, and 
he undertook to be a pedagogue, with indifferent 
success, 

Politics offered a better field. He became 
Speaker of the Maine Legislature, and then got 
into Congress, 

Endowed with a certain sledge-hammer and 
magnetic style of oratory, he naturally drifted 
into the Senate. There he has chiefly distin- 
guished himself by manufacturing popularity 
for himself as a Presidential candidate and_wa- 
ving aloft the bloody shirt. . 

Senator Blaine is particularly strong on 
working the Southern outrage racket. The 
South is a terrible region, and Southerners are 
a terrible lot, according to him. 

Senator Blaine’s reputation will rest on 
several important facts—the most important 
that he might have been where Mr. Hayes now is. 

He succeeded in obtaining the nomination 
for the Presidency—that is to say, within a 
few votes. 

This disappointment has soured Mr. Blaine, 
and he must feel very much like a Republican 
sort of Mr. Tilden. 

Indeed, he does resemble the Great Discon- 
certed in being pretty well fixed financially. 

Mr. Blaine has a considerable supply of 
feelings, which he can always turn on emo- 
tionally to good purpose. 

To avoid a little awkward investigation in 
connection with some correspondence known 
as the Mulligan letters, he went off into a first- 
class faint, or suffered from an alleged sun- 
stroke, which obviated the necessity of his 
facing the music. 

And yet, in spite of this little episode, there 
is a fair amount of affability and good nature 
about this Maine Senator. 

If you grasp him cordially by the hand, he 
is yours for ever, and will take you into his 
confidence. 

Puck has a black mark against Mr. Blaine 
for voting in favor of the bill restricting Chi- 
nese immigration. 

A liberal young man, in his fiftieth year—for 
he was born in Pennsylvania in 1830—ought 
to have known better. 

Nor can we approve of Mr. Blaine’s unrea- 
sonable demagogism, and his tearing his pas- 
sion to tatters inorder to carry his point in the 
interests of himself and the Republican party 
against the South under the banner of the 
bloody shirt. 

But take him for all and all, he’s not a bad 
sort. He expresses his opinions vigorously and . 
with apparent sincerity. 

In any case, J.G. Blaine would not dishonor 
the Republican nomination for 1880, as would 
General Grant. 

Senator Blaine is waiting to be President as 
patiently as any man in the country. He has 
posed and speechified all he knows how for the 
purpose of making himself acceptable, and it 
will be too bad if he “gets left” again. 






































THE MILLER’S WOOING. 


o> 
” dl ( OVE meal little, love meal long,” me little—me long 


Sang the dusty miller 


** "To his wheat-art, and his song sweetheart 
Did a maize and thrill her. amaze 
“Bid me barley hope; Oh! give barely 
Me one grain of comfort; . grain 
I would oat on thee and live doat 
Holding on to some fort. 
‘In your ryes now love-looks shine; your eyes 
There rice cereal pleasure; I see real 
Oh! hominy joys are mine how many 
Filling up my measure.” measure 
Came the maiden’s corn-full laugh scornful 


At the miller fawning, 
‘*Y6u can winnow girl with chaff— 
Sir! to you good morning.” 


win no—chaff 
H. C. Donce, 








REFLECTIONS OF CAPADURA HARDTACK, ESQ. 


OF course, of course! 
Good enough weather for 
this time of year. I don’t 
deny it. Fine, clear skies— 
balmy winds — everything 
generally lush. For Decem- 
ber, I suppose it is what 
you'd call fine weather. 

Fine enough for you fel- 
lows—I don’t say anything 
derogatory of you; but 
there ain’t sou/ enough in 
this generation to go round. 

Would you mind getting 
up? You’re a sitting on that 
ham-sandwich of mine. 

Of course, of course. 
The weather’s good enough 
for you, young man, and 
ay eet na your contemporaries. But 
I confess ot yearnings after a rather extra article. There’s a rawness about this season at its 
best—an uncongeniality, so to speak, towards the evening. 

Do I wear flannel? Well, sir, it’s so long since I looked that I hardly remember. 

But it ain’t that. It ain’t from chest-protectorial considerations that I contemplate skipping. 
Forskip I wili—migrate—exode. I will take to myself wings, like riches, begad, and I will fly away. 

Where? No, sir, I do not mean to go to Hoboken, I mean to go to Florida. Florida 
is my racket. 

’ What does Florida mean, young man? Hog and hominy, I hear you say. O, you lat- 
ter-day scoffers! Bile the whole lot of you down, and there wouldn’t be enough of the divine 
afflatus to set up one poet in trade—no, there wouldn’t—no, not even one of your cheap modern 
poetry-sharps, and it’s powerful light capital they trade on, too. 

Now; I frankly admit, I ain’t ashamed to have some poetry in me, The earth is some- 
thing more to me than a barren globe, trojing along through space. - My heart is not a withered 
old blood-bellus, it’s a blooming, effervescent sponge, absorbing the sweet impressions of nature, 
and giving them forth again when squeezed by the fingers of the Muse. 

Look at those children playing there. To you they are but the obnoxious progeny of 
indifferent strangers. In your casual passage through this park, you shrink from them, lest their 
infant paws, adhesive with the material taffy of infancy, should soil your lavender trousers. As 
you may have observed, I do not wear lavender trousers. The little children are free to come 
gamboling about my knees. I have the pants of a poet, if I mayso express myself. I accumu- 
lated them by voluntary donation, in 1869. There have been alterations and revisions since; 
and I have been once or twice on the point of publishing a new edition; but old associations 
go a long way with me; and I keep these pants for the children to cluster round. 

They do not cluster, itds true, as much as they might; but it is not their fault. Their 
nurses appear to have aristocratic prejudices; and they have taught the darlings to stand afar 
off from me and call me opprobrious names, including ‘‘ Old Bummer!” But I do not take it 
unkindly. In fact, they never come near enough to give me a chance. And I remember that 
1, too, was once a child. I remember. They washed me then. 

Yes, I’m off to Florida. There the air is always soft: the rich warmth of the tropics is 
softened by the pure, fresh currents from the north. There the sleeping lakes of the wilderness 
mirror glimpses of a heaven tinct with the ineffable azure that lights the Italian sky. There 
vegetation runs riot in unstinted opulence, and the trailing vines and clumps of moss pen- 
dent from the forest’s hoary boughs wave in a wind whose breath has the spicy languor of the 
West Indies and the saline pungency of the Atlantic billow. No, I’m not speaking of my 
breath. That’s Limburger and the saline pungency of the pretzel. Ah! scoff no more; for 
the heartless rumble of the city ways has grown heavy in my ears; and I would fain set my face 
southward to fairer lands where the exiled Summer dreams of her northern throne, usurped by 
frost and snow, and smiles as she sleeps. 

Would a quarter be convenient ? 
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ENGAGEMENT RE- 
STRICTIONS, 


Ya-as aw, I have 
now been engaged 
faw a considerwa- 
ble perwiod, and I 
wathah enjoy the 
WY comp arwitively 
new sensation 
which is inseparwa- 
ble fwom this widi- 
culous situation; although it is accompanied, 
aftah all, with something in the nature of we- 
stwictions. : 

Pwimarwily, I considah it my duty to call 
everwy day on Miss Marguerwite. I d-d-don’t 
know if she expects it, but if a fellaw weally 
has any since-ah wegard faw one of the fai-ah 
cweachas, and his intentions are stwictly ma- 
twimonial, I don’t see any gweat objection to 
the pwactice. 

Of course we don’t spoon, or b-b-bill and 
e-c-coo, or talk all the time about the weathah. 
That would be vulgah, and consequently ex- 
twemely opposed to Miss Marguerwite’s ide-ahs, 
which are generwally wight. 

Aw I begin now to think that Miss Marguer- 
wite must weally have been born in aw Gweat 
Bwitain. 

We discuss literwature and othah intelligent 
topics. I do not pwofess to be verwy stwong 
in these bwanches of knowledge, because I 
warwely wead; but Miss Marguerwite’s conver- 
sation wevives any twivial interwest I may have 
had in such things when I was a youngstah. 
Aw andalthough the Amerwican young woman, 
as a wule, has nothing verwy orwiginal to offah 
in the way of opinions on anything, still she 
generwally succeeds in not makigg herself ab- 
solutely widiculous. 

At any wate, I find Miss Marguerwite’s 
conversation deucedly impwoving. Jack 
agwees with me, and furthah wemarks that the 
young woman is clevah, without in the least 
degwee appwoaching a b-b-blue-stocking. 

Perwhaps there are not so verwy many we- 
stwictions faw a fellaw who has pwomised to 
marwy a aw young woman faw whom he has 
wespect and admirwation—as I pwesume I 
have faw Miss Marguerwite—and if there, they 
are not terwible ones. 

I do not find it a gweat depwivation to visit 
the aw clubs less fwequently, faw I weally 
don’t care to go to them at all. The fact is, 
ye know, the Amerwican fellaw is not natur- 
wally a clubbable man—the countwy is too 
young to understand the pwopah organization 
of these arwangements. Everwybody has to 
be in some b-b-beastly twade or pwofession, 
and consequently aw stwoll in a club with the 
appearwance of ease or of having his mind 
fwee fwom twouble of all descwiption. 

The contwarwy is the case in Gweat Bwitain. 
There, pwopah fellaws have comparwitively no- 
thing to do, aw men of leisure—and can de- 
vote a considerwable portion of their bwains 
and time to club affai-ahs—and can take an 
amount of pwide in the particulah one of which 
they are membahs. 

It cannot be so he-ah, therefore these insti- 
tutions are naturwally maw pwetentious and 
inferwiah to ours. ° 

Then with wegard to wenderwing myself too 
agweeable to othah young women. ’Pon nfy 
soul, I nevah twied, so 1 do not aw suffah much 
in this wespect. 

And altogethah on ponderwing ovah the 
whole situation, my pwivileges, although not 
incweased, I don’t think aw they are verwy 
much weduced by my being engaged to be 
marwied aw. 
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A Suicut MISTAKE AT THE 
Hat STAND. 








Jones WoNDERS WHAT AMUSES THE 
Boys so Mucn. 





Hamiet—Act II. 


** MARVEL us wisely, good Reynaldo,” said 
Polonius to his employee, when the latter was 
indulging in indiscriminate taffy.—[Sc, 1. 


ViEwincG his son’s character in the light of 
a stranger’s report was expressed, by the old 
chamberlain, as putting ‘‘ an other’s candle on 
him,””—[Sc. 1. 





A POPULAR evening shade was light drab.— 
[Sc. x. 


Opuetia’s knowledge of Hamlet’s madness 
was wide and prophetic. Her opinion that he 
was ‘playing it” is deducible from the remark 
that he was “ lucid out of hell.””-—[Sc, 1. 


To show that he could be shrewd, Polonius 
““ beshrewd ” everybody else spoken of. — 
[Sc. 1. 


Tue King regarded Rosencrantz as a kind 
of rover, but called Guildenstern, ‘‘more rover.” 
—[Sc. 2. 


WueEn Claudius said to his minister: ‘‘ Thou 
still hast been the father of good news,” the 
reply should have been: ‘I’d daughter.”— 
[Sc. 2. 
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THE monarch suggested a royal tour to Po- 
lonius, who exclaims: ‘ Migratious King.”— 
[Sc. 2. 


‘* T LONG to hear,” was a careless observation 
made to the Premier by the King, and the re- 
sultant speech was in verbose accordance.— 
[Sc. 2. 


THE statesman delicately alludes to the ex- 
actments of his situation in the ‘‘ presence ”’ 
“ I’s where I use no art at all.”’—[Sc. 2. 


So sure was the Prime Minister of a royal 
son-in-law that he boasts: ‘I'll board him pre- 
sently.”—[Sc. 2. 


To the question: ‘‘ What do you read, my 
(Se. 2. Hamlet answered in three words.— 
ec. 2. 





HamLer had reams, and seeks to acquire in- 
formation in regard thereto from Rosencrantz. 
—[Sc. 2. 


THE players claim to have been quite’ the 
rage in the city, while their style seems to 
meet only the requirements of a little hamlet. 


> 
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—([Sc. 2. 


THE Prince does really state his intention to 
own real estate. ‘I'll have grounds,” he ob- 





serves,—[Sc 2. JouHN ALBRO. 





Jiv’s Sister Takes His Dersy anp 
Leaves HER Ducuess INsTEapD. 


AK, 


















“OVLLTHAVE TER GO BACK TER Paris.” 
MY UNCLE. 


K INSMAN avuncular! 
\ How much to thee I owe 
Thou and my empty trunk 
Alone, alone can know! 





With open hand thou’st always stood, 
Willing to lend thy aid, 

Whenever certain the loan would, 
With interest, be duly paid. 


And when the world seemed drear, 
If I could see the golden balls 
Which ever hang outside your halls, 

At once my way grew clear. 


Ah! then I knew that while I’d clothes, 
Or book, or jewel, or knick-knack, 

Though wintry winds my body froze, 
Its meats my stomach need not lack. 


‘Those things you’d gladly greet 
With smiles upon your face, 
And full one-tenth their worth 


Within my hand you’d place. ARTHUR Lot. 





PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1880 
is profusely illustrated. 
‘¢ Profusely > means 300 pictures; that is the sort of 
Loan Collection #¢ is. The artists are 
Mr. JOSEPH KEPPLER, 
Mr. J. A. WALES, 
Mr. RAFE S. D’URBINO, 
in place 
of Mr. MIKE ANGELO BuONAROTTI, who has resigned, 
on account of a death in the family, namely, his own. 
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THE TRUE STORY OF THE 
TROJAN WAR. 





IV. 
THE GREEKS VICTORIOUS. 


FTER the death of Hector, the Trojans 

became discouraged, and their boast 

‘ that one chivalrous Trojan was equal to 

ten Greek mudsills was no longer heard. A 

draft was ordered and a day of fasting and 
prayer appointed. 

A brave damsel named Penthesilea recruited 

‘an army of women for three years, or during 
the war. They were called Amazons. Only a 
few of the Amazons are now living, and these 
are members of the Black Crook. ‘They march 
very well, too. Judging from the amount of 
clothes they don’t wear, the climate of Troy is 
extremely calorific. 

When hostilities were resumed, the daring 
Penthesilea led her female warriors into battle. 
She fought bravely, but she was defeated. It 
is supposed her defeat was caused by the Ama- 
zons laying down their arms every now and 
then to fix up their back-hair. 

The leaders of the Greeks were Achilles and 
Ajax. While the latter hero was engaged in 
driving back the Trojan ranks, Achilles and 
Generaless Penthesilea met in single combat. 
Penthie fell mortally wounded, and with her 
dying breath begged Achilles to spare her the 
disgrace to which the body of Hector was sub- 
jected. The Geeek hero not only promised, 
but held her in his arms till she died. 

She was a very pretty woman, and when his 
private secretary offered to relieve him of his 
burden, he said she was as light as a feather, 
and he’d just as lief hold her as not. If she had 
worn freckles and a wart on her chin, and a 
cast in her eye, he would have handed her over 
with the remark that she was ‘‘as heavy asan ox.” 

Achilles gave her body to the Trojans for 
burial. Dean Stanley offered her a niche in 
Westminster Abbey, but her friends respect- 
fully declined the proffered honor. They said 
there were too many poets and other ordinary 
people buried there. 

A Greek soldier named Thersites, whom it 
were a compliment to call a Zulu, not only im- 
puted a scandalous motive to Achilles’s tender- 
ness, but jabbed his spear into the sightless eye 
of the Amazon. 

He didn’t live long after that. He died of 
a sudden attack of Achilles. ‘The Coroner’s 
jury attributed his death to a visitation of Di- 
vine Providence. 

One of Thersites’s relatives, however, named 
Diomedes, threatened to sue Achilles for 
$50,000 damages. He evidently mistook him 
for a country editor. 

Feeling himself badly treated because Aga- 
memnon and some others of his military friends 
didn’t uphold him in his course towards the 
dead commander of the Amazons, he again 
abandoned the Greek cause and sailed for Les- 
bos. Odysseus was dispatched to persuade him to 
return, and by promising to get up a boom in 
his favor for the next Presidency, succeeded in 
bringing him back to camp. 

About this time Memnon espoused the cause 
of the Trojans. He, like Achilles, wore armor 
made by Vulcan, and bets on the two heroes 
were even. When they met, and were fighting 
fiercely, Jupiter received a visit from their re- 
spective mothers, impioring him to save their 
sons, 

Jupiter said Fate must decide; and, taking 
out the golden balance for weighing out life 
and death, he placed on one scale the fate of 
Achilles, and on the other that of Memnon. 
The latter sank, denoting his death. 

Some of his friends accused an enemy of 
tying a sash-weight to it—but all is fair in war. 





Aurora, mother of Memnon, hurried back to 
the battle-field, but found her son dead. 

Achilles, encouraged by his success, led on 
the Greeks, determined to fight it out on that 
line if it took two weeks; but an arrow, drawn 
by Paris, and. guided by Apollo, pierced his 
heart, and he was given a funeral that would 
have cost not less than $20,000 in New York, 
at wholesale rates. 

The celebrated armor which the dead hero 
had worn was given to Odysseus, and this fa- 
voritism caused the reason of Ajax to totter and 
fall off its throne. He became a howling Oko- 
loonatic, and finally committed suicide on the 
hari-kari plan. 

The war was adjourned a week or so to give 
Ajax a No. 1 funeral. When the difficulty 
again convened, the first important event was 
the captured Helenos, a son of Priam. 

Hel., like his sister, was a seer. He could 
‘‘see’r” and go a few thousand better in read- 
ing the future. 

Odysseus visited Helenos, and induced him 
to read a piece of the future for the benefit of 
the Greeks. He wanted the future to explain 
how the siege could be brought to a close in 
their favor. 

Helenos put on a pictorial gown, illustrated 
with suns, stars, pieces of moons and things, 
lit red and blue lights, and made a dive into 
the future’s grab-bag. He discovered that 
three things were necessary to bring the war to 
a close—First, the assistance of Neoptolemos, 
the son of Achilles; second, the bow and ar- 
rows of Hercules; third, the possession of the pal- 
ladium. Odysseus paid Helenos his fee and left. 

We never heard of a more ridiculous method 
of conducting a war! Suppose our modern 
Ulysses had left his army in the Wilderness, 
come to New York, and consulted the seventh 
son of humbug who advertises to send you a 
portrait of your future wife for fifty cents, and 
paid him a dollar for directions how to capture 
Richmond. Why, the people would have sent 
him to an insane asylum instead of putting him 
in the White House. He would have been 
Kiddell-ed mighty sudden. 

The first condition. was easily fulfilled. The 
second was more difficult. The bows and ar- 
rows were in the possession of the snake-bitten 
Philoktetes, whom the Greeks left howling at 
Lemnos. However, Odysseus employed a 
Berks county (Pa.) snake doctor to cure Philo’s 
wound, upon which he became reconciled to 
Agamemnon, and the arrows were obtained. 
They were first used on-Paris, and went right 
to the spot. Paris died. 

A handsome mourning costume, made in 
Worth’s best style, failed to assuage Helen’s 
grief. She felt so melancholic that she married 
her brother-in-law. The neighbors talked and 
talked, of course, but Helen said it was all in 
the family. 

The seizure of the palladium was a condition 
not yet fulfilled. Odysseus disguised himself 
as a tramp, stole into the walls of Troy, and 
discovered where the Palladium was kept. (N. 
B.—The Palladium was not a Connecticut 
newspaper. It was a statue of the Goddess of 
Pallas, on the preservation of which depended 
the safety of Troy. It was invented to give 
political stump-speakers an opportunity to prate 
about the “ Palladium of our liberties” —and 
seven-eighths of their hearers think it is a jail.) 

Odysseus remained some time in the city, 
unrecognized save by Helen, whose love for 
her first husband, Menelaos, began to kindle 
anew, and she expressed a willingness to re- 
turn to his hearthstone. 

The palladium was abducted; and now a 
plan of assault was discussed. One strategist 
suggested that they just loaf around until the 
Trojans died of old age, and then the Greek 
troops could enter Troy without the loss of a 
single man. 








Another proposed that the Greek army enter 
the walls, disarm the Trojans, and return to 
camp. Then, he further explained, the Greeks 
could attack Troy without fear of defeat, for 
soldiers without arms couldn’t fight worth a 
nickel. 

Another military genius, who was a sutler in 
a previous war, said that if he had a cable long 
enough to tie around the city, and a balloon 
big enough, he would undertake to pull Troy 
up by the roots and dump it into New York 
Harbor, where thousands of tons of other gar- 
bage are dumped. 

Despite the simplicity of these plans, how- 
ever, Odysseus rejected them all. He had a 
better and more original one of hisown. He 
acted on the advice of a female—although it is 
generally believed that a woman knows no 
more about war than Gen. Beauregard—and 
employed a famous sculptor to sculp a wooden 
horse sufficiently large to hold a number of 
Greek warriors. 

To the suggestion that the contract for chis- 
eling the horse be awarded to a certain Ameri- 
can female sculptor, Odysseus said he didn’t 
want a piece of work that would have to be la- 
belled, “‘ This is a horse,”’ in order to prevent 
it from being mistaken for a camel. 

When the colossal horse was finished, a num- 
ber of Greeks crawled into its interior, and the 
remainder of the army embarked and set sail, 
as if abandoning the siege. 

The Trojans were overjoyed, and flocked to 
the shore to make sure that they were not 
dreaming. All they saw was a great wooden 
horse, which proved a “‘ puzzle department” 
to the wisest. A few thought it had escaped 
from the greatest show on earth, but the ma- 
jority regarded it as an object of veneration. 

A priest named Laocoon said they had bet- 
ter not fool with the what-is-it. He thrust his 
spear into its abdomen, upon which the wea- 
pons of the heroes within were heard to clash, 
The priest was winning the Trojans to his way 
of thinking, but the gods said the noise was 
caused by the heaves, and to turn the people 
against Laocoon they sent monster serpents 
out of the sea, which coiled around him and 
his sons and crushed them to death. 

This pleasing little incident has Leen em- 
balmed in marble, just as remarkable snake 
stories are told now-a-days, but they are em- 
balmed in the newspapers, not in marble. 

The Trojans now believed that the horse was 
sacred, and thinking that it would protect them, 
as the palladium had done, King Priam ordered 
it to be hauled up to the citadel. Then the 
supposed return of white-winged peace was cel- 
ebrated with beer-drinking and so forth until 
long after midnight. 

When the city had become quiet, and the in- 
habitants asleep, the Greek heroes stole out of 


‘| the wooden horse and signaled the fleet, which 


lay concealed behind a neighboring island. 

Before daylight the Greeks were inside of 
the walls of Troy, and pretty soon the city 
looked as if ten thousand hostile Utes had been 
there. The Trojan army was cut down to less 
than ten thousand men—about nine thousand 
and nine hundred less—and the city was de- 
stroyed. 

King Priam lost his life. When dying, he 
looked at the wooden horse and got off a few 
appropriate “last words” for the newspapers, 
viz.: ‘I didn’t know it was loaded.” 

The ruse of the Greeks, although a one-horse 
affair, was very successful. Helen returned 
home with Menelaos, and the Troy women of 
rank and beauty were divided among the 
Greek heroes. As they didn’t wear bonnets nor 
care anything for the opera, they were not very 
expensive. 

A few of the Trojans escaped, some of whom, 
a few years later, had their political disabilities 





removed and were elected to Congress, W. 
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SALLIE McGEE. 





T was many and many a year ago, 
On the corner of Avenue B, 
That a maiden lived whom all did know, 
For her name was Sallie McGee; 
And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
Than to play marbles and shinny with me. 


I was a kid and she was a kid 
In high-flavored Avenue B, 

But we put up stiff jobs 

On them swell Broadway snobs, 
Me and my Sallie McGee. 

We cut up sich capers, that furious cops 
Coveted her and me. 


And that was the reason that long ago, 
In odorous Avenue B, 

A cove come into his shop one day, 
Catching my Sallie McGee 

In the act of hooking a verdigris pie— 
But he didn’t catch sight o’ me!— 

And shut her up in the station-house 
Wot stands on Avenue B. 


Our tricks they were deeper by far than the tricks 
Of those who were older than we— 
Of many far wiser than we; 
But neither the judges, nor juries, nor cops, 
Nor dealers as ever you see, 
Could ever discover the fate of that pie— 
The secret will perish with me. 


But the beer never streams 
Without bringing me dreams 
Of the thirsty young Sallie McGee, 
And the kids never cries 
But I sees the black eyes 
She give ’em—-that Sallie McGee, 


Now she’s locked up and tied, 
And I holler outside 
For my red haired, my freckled, my double squint- 
ed, 
My Niptinling Sallie McGee, 
In her cell 103 
In the Tombs, far from Avenue B. 
MINNIE May. 








THE THEATRES. 


The San Francisco Minstrels are killing their 
audiences with laughter with ‘“Thompson Street 
Flats’ and other ridiculous things. 

Marimon’s appearance at the ACADEMY OF 
Music has created quite a furor. Mr. Maple- 
son now holds a trump-card of which he ought 
to make the most, for the honor and glory of 
’Er Majesty’s Hopera. 





The American drama is having it all its own 
way. Mr. A. E. Lancaster’s play, called “‘ Es- 
telle, or False and True,’’ was performed at 
Wallack’s on Saturday night last. We shall 
have more to say thereon anon. 

“‘ Princess Toto,” by Messrs. W. S. Gilbert 
and Frederic Clay, was played for the first time 
at the STANDARD on Monday. Much as we 
would like to express our opinion of it, we 
can’t do it this week, as we go to press too soon, 

Mr. Edgar Fawcett, the popular and anapres- 
tic poet, is to have a play pro“uced at the 
Union SQuarRE THEATRE. It is very highly 
spoken of. Those who know Mr. Fawcett’s 
capabilities and talent will not be surprised to 
hear that he is winning new laurels in a new 
field, 

“‘The Galley Slave” has been successfully 
produced at HavERLy’s THEATRE. It sustains 
Mr. Bartley Campbell’s reputation, but will not 
increase it. The plot is neither strong nor na- 
tural, but the situations and acting are good 
enough. Miss Emily Rigl’s Francesca Bra- 
bant is an excellent performance, and that of 
Miss Maud Granger as Cicely Blaine deserves 
praise. With some cutting down and alteration 
the piece ought to draw. 

Mr. Daly, at his pretty theatre, has a play 
which will take even better than ‘‘ Wives.” It 
is an adaptation and alteration from the Ger- 
man of von Moser, and is called ‘“‘ An Arabian 
Night.” It is fine fun. The interest is well sus- 
tained, and it is capitally acted; Mr. Drew, as 
Mr. Sprinkle, and Miss Catherine Lewis, as 
Rosa Maybloom, specially distinguishing them- 
selves. ‘*An Arabian Night” will carry Mr. 
Daly’s season along for an indefinite period. 

The veritable and original ‘‘ Pinafore,” pro- 
duced under the immediate direction of the au- 
thor and composer, Messrs. Gilbert and Sulli- 
van, has been filling the FirrH AVENUE THEA- 
TRE night after night. ‘There is a sort of fasci- 
nation, we suppose, in seeing Mr. Sullivan con- 
duct his own music, and Mr, Gilbert manage 
the stage. Mr. Gilbert assured us that he and 
Mr. S. had tried to write something that was 
innocent without being ‘‘ imbecee/.” ‘‘ Pina- 
fore” was well acted and equally well sung, asa 
whole. ‘The setting was good, and the stage 
business, of course, perfect in alls its details. 
Each individual character of the piece has, we 
think, however, been better sung and acted in 
this city. 
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WEL SS 
USS 7 “e 
NSS ~~ 37 









IF YOU’RE ACTIVE, YOU CAN GET A RIDE. 





Answers fox the Anvions. 


HASELTINE.—Tell her to get PucK’s ANNUAL. 

MINNIE AGLAE.—You are a sweet creature; but Vas- 
sar needs you yet, and ‘‘lamb” doesn’t rhyme to ‘‘farm”; 
nor ‘‘lilly-pad” to ‘* Willy Sands.” 

G. CHILLINGFORD.—Fold it crosswise, and tie the 
corners in a bow-knot, a little to the east of the true me- 
ridian; season with bi-chromate of potash to suit the 
taste, and cut the green out. 


MONTAGUE TIGG.—We have no objection to “play 
light” on you; but we must say that you seem to be 
playing it a little light on us. Your work is done nicely 
enough, and you appear to have the proper humorous 
cut to your jib; but there is no use in wasting your ener- 
gies on a subject that was played out when Adam, at 
your age, was writing for the puzzle department of the 
Euphrates Amateur, 

CHARLES ABBE.— We are very sorry that you have 
heard nothing of your pen-sketch and letter to us since 
you mailed it. We are in the same painful position. To 
the best of our knowledge, the light of your genius has 
never shone upon us, owing probably to some eccen- 
tricity of the eminently efficient P. O. of these United 
States and Mr. Key. We regret the fact the more that 
you say you enclosed a stamp. We are out of threes, at 
present. 

C. W. CHRISTIAN.—The ‘‘ Correct Ki-bosh” is the 
peculiarly proper thing—the acme of perfection, moral, 
intellectual or physical. For instance, it is zo¢ the Cor- 
rect Kibosh to spell proper with two Zs, or conception 
with an s; or to write ‘‘gents” for ‘‘gentlemen.” But it 
zs the C. K. to display a modest and inquiring spirit, and 
to cultivate wisdom and discretion in your choice of 
reading. These things make the world the Correct 
Ki-bosh to live in. 

JOSEPH DE LaNcEy.—Nothing would please us more 
than to impart to you the information you desire respect- 
ing the Emperor Domitian; but delicacy forbids us. 
The fact is, we went to school with old Dom; we grew 
up with him, and we cut him out of two or three of his 
best girls; and we don’t think it woul:! be wholly the 
square thing to give all his little faults and frailtiesaway; 
particularly as he is an unscrupulous and selfish charac- 
ter, and might talk back. 

HuBeErT R. BurorD, Indianapolis.—We thought we 
had often enough called our readers’ attention to the ne- 
cessity of exercising care in stealing paragraphs. It 
seems, really, such a pitiable waste of time for a healthy 
young man like you to copy jokes out of the Norristown 
Herald and forward them tous. It is really annoying; 
it lowers our faith in the average intelligence of the 
country, and it doesn’t do any good. We know the pa- 
ragraphs by heart; we republished them once, and we 
can’t do it again. 

ALEXANDER.—If we were Esquimaux gentlemen of 
leisure, we should be very happy to oblige you by sitting 
down, some fine Arctic evening, and running our eye 
over your MS. But the consideration that Art notori- 
ously has the call on Time in the matter of longitudinal 
dimension induces us to inform you that we shall be 
obliged to keep your little article until the next scientific 
congress assembles in New York. Then we shall farm 
it out, in two-foot sections, to the patientest looking men 
in the crowd, if there are enough to go round, 


JEROME L. L.—Longfellow aid write: ‘‘the darting 
swallows soar and sing;” and, as Mr. John Burroughs 
very truly observes, the swallow, as a songster, is decid- 
edly a second-crop, one-horse, three-by-nine bird. But 
it is to be remembered that Mr. John Burroughs has no 
soul for poetry. Mr. Longfellow’s swallow had to soar 
and sing, in order to rhyme to Spring. Mr. Longfellow 
might have made his darting swallow soar and swear, or 
soar and weep, or soar and howl; but he would have 
had to invent a new season to get in his fourth line. 
What is the use of being a boss poet, anyway, if you 
can’t make a miserable little mud-swallow work his epi- 
glottis to fit your metre? 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 





WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 


BY 
JOHN FRASER, 
AUTHOR OF 
“Effie: A Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘ Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter;” 
“‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘A Dream of Life;” 


‘* Legends of Lorne;” 


«Lone Glengartney,” 


etc., etc., etc. 


(Continued.) 


When the Colonel, after putting out of sight 
a prodigious quantity of bacon and beans, 
washed down by a modest hornful of Rye-—for 
the Colonel albeit mighty fond of an occasional 
buster, was ordinarily moderate enough in his 
cups—had taken his leave, Archie proceeded 
to prospect the land. 

It being early in the evening there were not 
many customers round the bar—only some 
three or four. ‘To them the Colonel, who evi- 
dently knew them all, had introduced Archie 
as, ‘‘My friend, mates, General Gastube,”— 
that being the nearest approach he could make 
to Gascoyne. As tothe ‘General,” ‘hat, ex- 
plained the Colonel to Archie, had been thrown 
in for effect’s sake. 

‘This is an almighty Re-public,” he would 
say, ‘‘ this is, and no mistake, but we de-w like 
a title—-we de-w. We er nuts on titles, we er 
—so long,” he would add after a pause—‘‘as 
they er ov the tre-ue Re-publican stamp. They 
must be military, or, though the other’s not 
much to reckon on, lee-gall. Them’s the only 
handles worthy of a free and glo-ri-ous Repub- 
lic.” And Archie for harmony’s sake added, 
‘* That’s so,” and allowed himself to be ‘‘ gen- 
eralled” with as much composure and dignity 
as if he had been one all his life. 

‘‘ Been in these parts before, Gineral?” en- 
quired one of his new acquaintances during a 
brief pause in the conversation, while the Boss 
was replenishing the tumblers in honor of the 
new arrival. 

“No,” replied Archie, ‘‘I hev not.” 

‘‘A-ah! From the village mebbe?’’-~—the 
village, of course, being Silver City. 

“So.” 

‘Things pretty lively there ne-ow ?” 

‘* Yes, things er lively down there.” 

“A-ahh! I allus said as how that’s the all- 
firedest lively town in the U-nit-ed States. Ain’t 
that so, boss?” 

“That's so, Bill’”—‘Grizzly Bill’ they called 
him, “that’s so; but here’s your drinks, gen- 
tlemen; better take them while they’re ’ot.” 

And they did take them—’ot. It was then 
Archie knew that his host was an Englishman, 
and he took some little comfort at the fact. 

When they had emptied their tumblers Ar- 
chie remarked that Duyville seemed rather a 
bleak spot; not a single tree to be seen around. 
“‘ I guess, now,” he added, “the climate’s too 
cold here for trees to grow?”’ 

“You bet it is,” responded Grizzly Bill, 
wiping his mouth with his shirt sleeve. ‘‘Nary 
a tree ever growed here.” 

**What’ll you bet on that, Billy?” quickly 
chimed in another of the party. 

‘*Bet? there ain’t no bettin’ on it!” was the 
contemptuous reply. 

“But I tell you there is; ain’t there, boss?” 

“I think not,”’ responded mine host. ‘““There 
hain’t no tree as I ’ave hever seen or ’eerd hof 
twenty miles or more hof Duyville Ranch,” 

‘¢ But I say there is,” persisted the other. ‘‘I 
say there is, an’ I’ll bet drinks round with any 





one in the comp’ny that I’ll find you a tree no 
further from here than Pocka Pass.”” The ac- 


tual name was Chatopooka, but the natives called 
it Pooka, “‘ for short.” ‘ 

‘Done on that, Jim,” cried Grizzly, while 
Archie, for reasons of his own, added, ‘‘ And 
I'll go another on the same, just for the fun’s 
sake, gentlemen.” 

The bets were booked amid general acclama- 
tion, the prospect of a little excitement and 
free drinks being welcome on all hands. So 
after some further talking Grizzly Bill, Jim 
Honklin—the man who had offered to bet— 
and our hero were deputed as a deputation to 
settle the point. That, however, took some- 
what longer to do than Archie had anticipated. 
Jim’s three miles, what he rated the distance 
at, turned out to be considerably more than 
that, but he won his bet all the same; for when 
they got to the entrance of the Pass, there, 
sure enough, was a tree, though Grizzly Bill 
grumbled a good deal at the impropriety of 
calling a “‘ stump like that” a tree, and wanted 
to back out of his bet. But in this he was un- 
supported by Archie, and on their return to 
the saloon, it was unanimously voted that Jim 
had won the bet “ fair and square.”’ So the 
drinks were ordered and drank, and many 
more rounds followed, and in the confusion at- 
tendant on the drinking, and the cards that 
immediately followed, Archie slipped out and 
returned to the much debated tree. 


* * 
* 


And indeed friend Grizzly had not been far 
wrong when he protested against such a stump 
being called a tree. It was more like the rem- 
nant of an obese telegraph-pole that had been 
struck by lightning; but to Archie it was wel- 
come as the tallest and leafiest chestnut that 
ever flowered. 

He had no doubt about it. There to the 
right was the very rock—in shape exactly like 
a seal—marked on the chart; and there to the 
left, hardly seen for the snow, the ruins of the 
old shanty. 

Fortunately it was now dark—the moon 
would not rise for two hours yet—that is, at 
12:17—and the place was so lonely and out of 
the way that there was little fear of interruption. 

So, after again consulting his chart by aid 
of a small dark-lantern he had taken with him, 
Archie proceeded to business. From his knap- 
sack he took a small pick-axe and spade, the 
handles of which were made in telescope fash- 
ion, so as to go inté’small bulk; and with these 
he proceeded to work. 

We have no wish to keep our readers in sus- 
pense. He had not long to work or deep to 
dig. It was exactly as poor Jim had said; the 
treasure was there, clasped round a mass of 
bones, in a thick leather belt. 

Hastily Archie clutched the prize and hid it 
in his knapsack; hastily he returned the dug-up 
soil to its old place and covered it with snow. 
It had been the work of not more than half an 
hour, and now he was the possessor of—/hat he 
could not yet say—but of sufficient, almost 
certainly, to relieve his father of a large por- 
tion of his remorse and sorrow. 


* ° ” 
* 
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On his return to Duyville he found his friend 
anxiously awaiting his arrival. The Colonel 
it turned out—for his friendly host, ‘‘ English 
Tommy,” as the natives called him, informed 
Archie of the fact privately that same night— 
had been making many and curious inquiries 
after him. 

Now, as we have hinted, the Colonel was 
pretty well known in these parts, and better 
known than liked. ‘Plug Ugly,” indeed, 
could hardly be called a popular man, but 
there were few bold enough to tell him so. 
When down on his luck he could live, or at 
least drink free, at almost any bar in the county. 
Not because his credit was good—for it wasn’t; 
but his aim was, and his temper was nasty. 

So when English Tommy saw Archie in the 
Colonel’s company, and heard the latter in- 
quiring after him in a somewhat strange and 
excited fashion, he began, as vulgar parlance 
has it, to “‘ smell a rat.” He could see, too, 
that Archie was, to put it mildly, “‘ fresh,” not 
to say “‘green,” and Archie himself had told 
him of his nationality. 

So honest Tommy gave his young country- 
man the hint—a hint which, as we shall see, 
the latter was not slow to profit by. 

On his return, then, to the saloon, he found 
the Colonel waiting for him, and he prepared 
himself for one of the Colonel’s most searching 
cross-examinations. Nor were his fears un- 
founded. The Colonel lost no time in pro- 
ceeding to business. 

‘“* Hullo, General,” exclaimed that worthy as 
our hero entered, knapsack on back, ‘‘ thought 
you had gi’en me the slip a second time. 
Where in the tarnal hev you been? Seein’ 
that friend o’ yourn, mebbe?’’—this, as poor 
Artemus used to have it, ‘‘ spoke sarkastik.”’ 

“ Just so; seeing that friend of mine.” 

That friend o’ yourn must live a darned long 
way off, and his shanty can’t amount to much 
in the way ov clean furniture. You're all over 
clay.” 

And so he was; yellow soil that smeared his 
boots, pants and sleeves, and which in his ex- 
citement he had forgotten to wipe off. 

“Ah, yes—the road is mighty nasty.” 

But the Colonel was not to be thus easily put 
off. Archie had by this time got up to the 
bar and was proceeding to unburden himself 
of his knapsack. 

But the Colonel was much too polite a gen- 
tleman not to offer his assistance, so with, 

““* Low me to help ye, mate,” he had his 
hands on the knapsack before Archie could 
even say a word, 

As it struck the counter something chinked. 
The Colonel knew the chink of gold—none 
better, and his little eyes glistened. 

‘‘ What in thunder ’s in the bag ow?” he 
exclaimed. ‘Blamed if you ain’t gone and 
robbed a chee-urch,” 

‘*‘ Some few things of no account | got from 
my friend,” said Archie, as he rather roughly 
snatched the bag from the other’s itching 
palms. 

‘¢Q-oh!’’ was all the Colonel said, and then 
he called for drinks; but Archie would have 
none and went straight up to hisroom. As he 
turned to go, however, the clay-smeared point 
of the little pickaxe, for which he could find 
no room in his knapsack after stowing the belt 
there, obtruded from his pocket and flashed for 
a moment in the gaslight. ‘The quick eyes of 
Plug Ugly saw the flash and he started. 

* . * 

‘‘ Grizzly,” shouted the Colonel across the 
room, “ hev a drink?” 

‘“‘ Don’t mind if I dew.” 

‘* Whiskey ?” 

** Yes, whiskey straight.” 

And as they were drinking their tipple the 
Colonel said, in an off-hand sort of way: 
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‘“* That was a cu-ri-ous bet, warn’t it, about 
that tree?” 

‘* Wa-al yes, it wern; but I’m darned if I 
should a lost it. An’ I couldn’t, nayther, if it 
hadn’t been for that fren’.o’ yourn, the Jineral. 
It ain’t no more a tree than a milestone is, an’ 
I felt, juss at the time, pretty con-sid-erably 
riled, I did. Hev another drink ?” 

‘‘ No more; thankee all the same. An’ where 
now may that tree be? I’m sort o’ curious to 
know.” 

So Grizzly explained to him exactly where it 
was, and shortly after the Colonel, with a 
good-night to the “ boys,” and a “ Chalk them 
drinks up to me, Tommy,” to the Boss, took 
his departure. 

No sooner had he left than mine host went 
up-stairs to Archie’s room, and within half an 
hour our hero had set out on his return to Sil- 
ver City. But he did wof return by the way he 
had come. He took the roundabout wagon- 
road that passed through Ugly Creek instead of 
Hell’s Glen Station. 

* " # 

Two days later, wearied and footsore, but 
comparatively light of heart, Archie re-entered 
Silver City. It was Xmas eve. How different 
from the one he had spent last amid the snowy 
chestnuts and hedges of Merry England! The 
night was dark, but the principal thoroughfares 
were one blaze of light, and bitter cold though 
it was the streets were crowded with the same 
wild, eager, jostling crowds, and gaily equipped 
sleighs, their bells jingling clear and merrily in 
the crisp night air, and luxuriously appointed 
equipages of all kinds whirled past. 

As he threaded his way through the hurrying 
crowds and turned down Chestnut Street—a 
short, narrow, dark lane, at the end of which 
stood his hotel—Archie’s thoughts went back 
to his father and Scotland—most of all to Skye, 
and 

‘* Hands up, friend!” asharp, quick peremp- 
tory voice exclaimed in tones of unmistakeable 
demand, as a tall man, with slouched hat that 
half hid his face, suddenly, as if shot from the 
earth, stood in front of the meditative traveller, 
and shoved something into his face which 
Archie had no difficulty in recognizing as a 
very large and ominous looking revolver. 

‘‘ Hands up, darn ye, or I'll let daylight 
through ye, by God, I will,” repeated the ruf- 
fian as Archie hesitated, not realizing the situa- 
tion all in a moment. 

‘‘All right,” he said quietly after a moment, 
‘‘take it easy; guess ye’ve come to the wrong 
shop if it’s loot ye want;” and then he raised 
his hands straight up above his head, and the 
highwayman proceeded to search him, which 
he did in the most business like and method- 
ical manner, albeit he had only the use of one 
hand. But if Archie had to all appearance 
taken things coolly he was by no means 
easy in mind, nor disposed without a strug- 
gle to see himself robbed of his hard won 
fortune. 

To resolve with him was to act. The robber 
had got the length of his waist and was tug- 
ging at the belt, which Archie for safety’s sake 
had wrapped around it. The belt was hard to 
unfasten and the ruffian lost his temper over 
it as with many muttered oaths he wrenched 
and pulled. Now, if ever, was his victim’s op- 
portunity. It was a dangerous chance, but 
it was his only one. If his assailant had had 
a confederate he could never have attempted 
it, but as it turned out afterwards the Colonel’s 
greed—for it was none other than our gallant 
friend Ugly—had proved too much for his dis- 
cretion. He was in hopes of a big haul and 
wanted it all to himself. But we digress. 

Suddenly, like a thunderbolt, Archie’s up- 
lifted right hand dropped like lightning on the 
revolver, while a second later his left went out 














straight as an arror into the ruffian’s face. The 
revolver exploded, the ball lodging in Archie’s 
side, and he staggered back a bit, seeing which 
the Colonel, with many a frightful imprecation, 
clutched him by the throat and closed with 
him. 

‘Help, help!” shouted Archie, feeling him- 
self getting rapidly weak and faint. 

“ Damn you,” hissed his antagonist, ‘‘ take it 
then,” and he pulled the trigger again full in 
his face. Luckily it missed fire, otherwise Ar- 
chie Gascoyne’s life and this story would have 
ended then and there. 

Before theColonel could fire again his revolver 
was spinning through the air across the street, 
and he himself was sent staggering back against 
the wall, while Archie was lying senseless in 
the arms of a stranger, who, attracted by the 
noise, had interfered just in time to spoil the 
highwayman’s little game. 


* * 
* 


On recovering, Archie found himself safe in 
his hotel, and by his side a young man rather 
older than himself, tall, handsome and stal- 
wart, and unmistakeably a gentleman. 

Instinctively he knew that this young Her- 
cules was his savior, and with a smile he held 
out his hand, somewhat feebly. The other 
took it with a smile, saying: 

‘“« There now; don’t move or agitate yourself; 
you'll be right as a trivet in a day or two.” 

“A day or two,” murmured the wounded 
man, his heart sinking within him; “I must 
be in Bouldersville to-morrow.” 

‘‘ That is impossible,” replied his friend, 
*‘ but the calmer you keep the sooner you'll be 
there,” and from the broad sound of the ‘‘a” 
in calmer, Archie knew the speaker was a 
Scotchman. 

‘You saved my life, didn’t you ?”’ inquired 
the invalid, looking earnestly up into the other’s 
face. 

‘* Well, I tried to, anyhow, though, by Jove, 
you had a close shave of it.” 

‘‘And your name ?” 

‘‘ Ronald Campbell; but there, you posi- 
tively must of speak more.” 

‘* Ronald Campbell!” murmured Archie 
meditatively. ‘‘ That name —your voice— your 
face—seem familiar. I must—but there—I 
don’t feel equal to the exertion yet. You have 
not asked my name yet.” 

Ronald nodded. 

‘€ Mine is Gascoyne—Archie Gascoyne; but 
—is anything wrong ?” ; 

‘‘No—nothing,” replied the other confus- 
edly, “only I feel anxious about you. For 
God’s sake keep easy and speak no more at 
present.” 

“« Just one word more. Will you kindly wire 
to my father, Sir Alexander, Rio Grande Ho- 
tel, Bouldersville, that I shall be detained here 
for a day or two, but all is right ?” 

‘* Certainly, and now go to sleep.” 

And Archie, worn out, went to sleep mur- 
muring, ‘‘Ronald Campbell—Ronald Camp- 
bell.” « 

As for that gentleman, he was in a high state 
of excitement—one would have said joy. From 
a pocketbook which he had with him he took 
a small carte-de-visite, and going to the bed- 
side, compared it with the features of the 
wounded sleeper. Then he carefully put it 
back and smiled. 

‘* By heavens, how strange! and to find him 
here and in this way. Thank God I have found 
him at last.” . 

Then he went down-stairs to the office 
and dispatched the message, and then aston- 
ished the steward and the clerk by carrying 
them off almost bodily to the bar and insist- 
ing on their joining him in a bottle of Moet 
& Chandon. 















CHAPTER XXIX. 


*¢ Saved by a miracle—Sir Tristam lived 
The wondrous story of his death to tell.” 
— WEBSTER. 

ApaRT altogether from the saving of his life, 
Ronald Campbell proved a veritable minister- 
ing angel to our hero. Nothing could exceed 
his kindness and devotion. Had Archie been 
his own brother he could not have aursed him 
and tended him more assiduously and tenderly. 
Although on the night of the rencontre he had 
engaged apartments for himself, he literally 
lived in Archie’s rooms, and by his bright, 
genial humor and high spirits contributed ma- 
terially towards his convalescence. 

It was the third day after the night of the at- 
tack, and the invalid had so far recovered as 
to be able to sit up. The two young men were 
seated, each on an easy chair, on either side 
the stove. Campbell had been adjusting Ar- 
chie’s cushions and making him generally com- 
fortable, when after a brief silence the latter 
said: 

**T don’t know what I’d have done without 
you, Ronald ’’—he called him Ronald now— 
“IT don’t know howI can ever repay you all 
your kindness.” 

Ronald held up his hand deprecatingly and 
would have spoken, but Archie went right on. 

“No disclaimers, old man. You have been 
nurse, doctor, valet, companion and amenuen- 
sis—as they say here, chief cook and _ bottle- 
washer—all rolled into one; have sat up with 
me now for three days and nights; have given 
up, doubtless, your own business and pleasures, 
your acquaintances and friends, to devote your- 
self to a a complete stranger.... And yet,” 
added Archie musingly, after a meditative 
pause, “‘ somehow I can’t help feeling as if we 
had known each other before—as if indeed we 
had been friends from boyhood. Your name 
—(now that I am getting round I shall cer- 
tainly remember where I heard it before)—your 
face—your very voice—seem familiar. Strange, 
is it not ?” 

‘“‘And why strange ?” replied his friend with 
a quiet smile. ‘“‘ Suppose we had met before ?” 

“That is impossible; I could not have for- 
gotten. I never do forget.... Sometimes I 
wish I could.” 

“ There is nothing impossible. Let me illus- 
trate my meaning by a short story. It will be 
very short, I promise you; so don’t be making 
up your mind fora nap. Years ago, away in 
the far North—let us say in Scotland—there 
lived a youthful Romeo and Juliet. They were 
hardly more than boy and girl, but they loved 
with all the passion of man and woman. Ro- 
meo was then at College, and Aer brother was 
his “chum,” Brother and sister were orphans, 
alone in the world, and her whole soul was 
wrapped up in him—whom for convenience 
sake we shall call Clark. He was not worthy 
of her love, but of that she was ignorant. So 
at the time, too, was Romeo. Unknown to the 
latter, Clark had been secretly going to the 
bad; had taken to evil ways—-drinking, gam- 
bling and worse. At last he committed forgery ; 
forged the name of his friend’s father to a 
check, and so cunningly that suspicion inevita- 
bly fell upon his friend. As I have said, the 
sister’s whole soul was bound up in her bro- 
ther, of whose evil life she had then no suspi- 
cion, I should also have told you that she was 
very delicate—so delicate that any sudden 
mental shock, so her physician said, would al- 
most certainly have proved fatal. Of this fact 
her lover was well assured, and, to save her 
life and peace of mind, he took her brother’s 
guilt and shame upon himself, and fled the 
country. His family and friends disowned him; 
his father forbade any mention of his name; 
and after a time his very name almost became 
forgotten. But one sister, God bless her, stood 
fast by him; refusing to believe in his guilt; 
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refusing in her heart of hearts to disown the 
prodigal. A few years went by, and word 
reached him that his old sweetheart had died; 
died, as he subsequently discovered, of a 
broken heart; for she had found out her bro- 
ther’s true character; had discovered—and 
this it was more than anything else that killed 
her—her lover’s innocence. ‘Then it was that 
the latter returned to his native country to get 
his good name cleared ; and when thusengaged 
he could not resist the temptation of secretly 
revisiting his old home. There with his sister, 
whom he now made a sharer in his plans, he 
had many secret interviews, which in some 
strange way or another became known to her 
betrothed—for, I forgot to tell you, she was 
engaged to be married. But I bore you—let’s 
drop the story.” 

**Go on,” said Archie in a low voice; his 
face flushed and eager, and great beads of per- 
spiration standing on his brow as he leans for- 
ward to catch every word—breathless, excited, 
panting. 

‘* Well, then, to make a long story short, this 
toolish Romeo No. 2 took it into his silly head 
that his betrothed was unfaithful; that this bro- 
ther of hers, whom he had never seen, was a 
quondam suitor with whom he had some time 
before quarreled on her aecount. With this 
fixed idea burnt in upon his mind, as it were, 
he surprised the two, one dark night, in each 
other’s arms. A scuffle followed. It was the 
work of a moment; and in the scuffle the bro- 
ther was thrown, or, to be more accurate, fell 
over the cliff, for it was by the seaside and ter- 
ribly steep, and was killed ”—then after a long, 
painful pause the speaker added—‘‘or supposed 
to be.” 

** Great God!” cried Archie, drawing a iong 
sigh of relief, and rising from his seat pale and 
excited, “‘and you—you—O Ronald, forgive 
me—forgive me. What a fool I have been!” 


(To be continued.) 


Texas boasts a man born without a brain. 
Texas doesn’t intend that the race of politi- 
cians shall die out.— Louisville Courter Jour- 
nal. 


A BOOK agent has sued the Erie railroad for 
$5000 damages, because he was put off the 
train, and in walking the track fell into a cattle 
guard. Many hard-hearted persons will think 
the railroad company ought to be mulcted in 
the sum named, for not running over the book 
agent and cutting him in two, instead of merely 
putting him off the train. There isa prejudice 
against book agents in some quarters, but we 
think they are a “ blessing in disguise.” Vorris- 
town Herald. 
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PRANGS HOLIDAY GOODS 








&@ Catalogues mailed on application. 


L. PRANGC & CO., 
Art and Educational Publishers, 
BOSTON, MASS. 


ESMeCREERY 


que 8.15 event Ip 


HOLIDAY 
Reductions 


SILKS, 
VELVETS, 
DRESS Coops, 


HOUSEKEEPING GOODS, 
LACES, ec. 








SEE! e 3 g 
THE BUSINESS SUITS, 
THE OVERCOATS, 


THE CHILDREN’S SuITs, ) 


\At TRAPHAGEN & €0’'S, 





398, 400 & 402 Bowery. 









































The Bodega 
The Bodega 
The Bodega 


Supplies the very finest imported Wines and Spirits by the 
bottle, gallon or hogshead at wholesale prices; also samples by 


the glass. 
TIMOTHY STEVENS, Proprietor. 


Sole Agent for Jutzs Cravette’s Clarets; Maretr & Co’s. 
Brandies; ACKERMAN-LAURANCE Champagnes; Mackenzir & Co’s. 
and Morcan Bros., Sherries. 


THE BODECA, 


83 Cedar Street & 351 Broadway, N. Y¥. 


JONES 1840 
NEW AND ELEGANT WINTER GOODS, 


35 DEPARTMENTS STOCKED WITH NOVELTIES. 


Bargains in Every Department 
for the Holidays. 


Toys, Games, Fancy Goods, &c. 





1879 


SUITS & CLOAKS. 7 SILVERWARE. 
BOYS’ SUITS. * x GLASSWARE. 
press Goovs.  ¥* a CROCKERY. 
SILKS. * MAJOLICA. 
FURS. ~ CHINA. 


* 6 
,* JONES *, 
ein ince nie 


& Eighth Avenue Eighth Avenue * 
AND 
oe Nineteenth Street. Nineteenth Street. * 











* * 
*. JONES ,* 


sHurs. %%€ % volts. 


careets. © * GLOVES. 
UPHOLSTERY. * ° a” _ LACES. 
FURNITURE. 7 * MILLINERY. 
DOMESTICS. * Gents’ Furmenme Goons. 





HOUSEFURNISHING GOODS. 


PERSONAL & HOUSEKEEPING OUTFITS FURNISHED. 


Novelties for the Holidays. 


Samples sent free. Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue, 


<== POND'S EXTRACT. 


No home, no school, no hotel, no sea- 
side cottage, no country farm, no board- 
sng-house should be without this Im- 
valuable Family Remedy. It 
1s astonishing what cures it effects. It 
does not profess to do EVERYTHING, but it 
not only professes to, BUT WILL, cure all 
diseases that are of an inflamma- 
tery character and stop all bleed- 
fog. Hence its wondrous efficacy in 
Catarrh, Hoarseness, Rhen- 
matism, Neuralgia. Diph- 
theria, and Sore Throat. 

Caution.—Ponpn’s Extract is sold 
only in bottles with the name blown in 
the glass. 





G2 It is unsafe to use other articles 
with our directions. Insist on Ponp’s 
Extract Refuseall imitations and sub- 


The Mummery of Masonry. 


A new Edition of Puck, No. 128, containing above 
Cartoon, has been published. 
Copies can be had of all Newsdealers, 














WEATHER Sicns.—When you see a doctor 
and nurse take charge of the house, look out for 
squalls.— Wheeling Leader. 

TILDEN is said to be worth $20,600,000. Just 
think what a fortune his childr—his nephews 
will inherit.—_ Rochester Express. 

A NEw Pullman car is to be called the Gen. 
Grant. It would be a better name for the 
“«smoker.”— Boston Comm. Bulletin. 

GerorGE EioT’s physicians told her she 
must never again attempt literary work, and 
we want that doctor to come right to this coun- 
try and take care of Joaquin Miller.— Boston 
Post. 

A MINNESOTA man dropped dead immedi- 
ately after depositing his vote in the ballot-box. 
Not knowing the ticket he voted, we are un- 
able to point the moral in this case.—/Phi/a. 
Kronikle-Herald. 

TuRNING for the moment from affairs of 
State to sporting matters, we note that a Cin- 
cinnati gentleman yesterday broke 999 glass 
balls out of a possible 1,000, with the butt end 
of an army musket.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 

THE burning of a stable with 150 horses, in 
New York, a few days ago, was a dreadful 
thing, but not as painful as an alleged joke 
brought in by an outsider, commencing, ‘‘ The 
whole cost of the holocaust,” etc. His physi- 
cian thinks he wili be about on crutches in 
three months.—Vorr. Herald. 


WHEN inflationist Dick Schell stood looking 
through the golden gate of Paradise at the 
golden streets and palaces within, his eyelids 
drooped and he was sad. But the gate-keeper, 
opening the gate, said: ‘‘ Brother, come in.” 
Thereupon Dick bolted through the gate, and 
stayed not until he reached the ’Change of the 
Celestial City, where he immediately bought 
ten thousand shares in the Purgatory Railroad. 
Yonkers Gazette. 

‘*T am going to break up that meeting, if I 

leave there a corpse.” ‘These -heroic words of 
Kearney’s will be repeated by the rising reform- 
ers of all coming time with emotions of pride 
and gratitude, and whatever else is pretty good ; 
for the meeting was. not broken up, but the 
corpse of Kearney did leave it. It was not a 
pleasant corpse before, but now it is one of the 
deadest poor things that ever were forgotten. 
—S. F, News-Letter. 
An English savant professes to have discov- 
ered that Diogenes didn’t live in a tub, but in 
a wine-jar—a sort of overgrown earthenware 
pitcher without a handle. He says tubs were 
of Gallic origin, accotding to Pliny, and Dio- 
genes could have known nothing of them. A 
nice sort of man, he is, to rob Diogenes of his 
tub, in which he has done business, as you 
might say, for hundreds of years. He will next 
inform us that that ancient philosopher didn’t 
go about Athens hunting a man, or if he did 
carry an illuminator around the streets he was 
looking for his girl, Perhaps he would like to 
prove to us that Demosthenes didn’t talk with 
pebbles in his mouth in order to overcome a 
habit of stuttering, but that they were lozen- 
ges, recommended for sore throat. Let that 
man keep on, and there won’t be anything left 
regarding the ancients worth lying about to the 
children.— Cin. Sat. Night. 








My wife and daughter was made healthy by the use of Hop Bit- 
ters and I recommend them to my people.—Methodist Clergyman. 








fi sets IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL. 
(@e North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE 







BETWEEN 


@///, New York, Southampton & Bremen. 
a Sailing every Saturday, 

Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 

DONAU..... Saturday, Dec. 13 |] NECKAR...Saturday, Dec. 27 


RHEIN...... Saturday, Dec. 20 | MAIN........ Saturday, Jan. 3 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 

Fist Cabin..ccccccsccccess $100 | Second Cabin.........se.0- $60 
Steerage, $30. 

Return tickets.at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $30 
N. B.—Steerage tickets to all points in the South of England, $30. 

OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, 


No. 2 Bowling Green. 


DIAMONDS 
CASPERFELD’S & CLEVELAND'S, 





138s BOWERY. 


We have the largest Stock of Diamonds in the City, comprising 
Earrings, Scarfpins, Rings, Studs, Lockets, Crosses, Head Orna- 
ments, also 


Gold and Silver Watches, Jewelry etc. 


Buyers will find it their advantage to give us a call. 
BRANCH STORE: 
413 Fulton Street, BROOKLYN. 





Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 


HAMANN & KOCH. 


CHRISTMAS PRESENTS, 


AMERICAN AND SWISS 
WATCHES. WATCHES. WATCHES. 


A FINE ASSORTMENT OF FRENCH CLOCKS. 
Att Sorts or FINE JEWELRY anp 


DIAMONDS. DIAMONDS. DIAMONDS. 


Please remember the Red No. 9, mearest Broadway. 


WALKING CANES, 


The most suitable Presents for the Holidays. 


Peter J. SchmaltzZ, Manvractvreer, 
564 BROADWAY. 


JOSEPH CILLOTT's 
STEEL PENS. 


Sold by all Dealers throughout the World. 
Gold Medal, Paris Exposition, (878, 


ANNOUNCEMENT. . 


For DIAMONDS go to SANDIFER, 
the Diamond Merchant, 5th Ave. Hotel. 


CHEAPEST *00xstoRe 
IN THE WORLD. 
_ . MAGNIFICENT 
435,892 English Gift Books, Beautiful American 
Holiday Books, Gorgeous Juvenile Books almost 
given away. Holiday Catalogues free. 


LECGCAT BROTHERS, 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK, 


HOUSE OF LORDS, 


19 East Houston St. Established 25 Years. 
HEAD QUARTERS FOR 


Welsh Rarebits and Golden Bucks. 


M. HUSSEY, Proprietor. 


PH. & WM. EBLING’S 


AURORA PARK 


ALE AND LAGER BEER BREWERY, 


St. Ann’s Avenue, Cor. 156th St., 


MORRISANIA, N. Y, 
Special Attention given to Bottling and Shipping Trade. 


SKATES! SKATES! 
LARGE STOCK AT 
75 Cts., 1.00, 1.25, 1.50, 2.50, 3.00, 3.50, 4.00, 4.50, 5.00, 6.00, 7.00, 8.00 


CARL RECHT, 183 Bowery, Cor. Delancey St. 


The “PUCK”? CIGARETTE beats all. 





























~ Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 
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[ESM CREERY | 


OFFER BARGAINS IN 


SEAL 
SKIN 
SACQUES. 


HAVING PURCHASED A LARGE QUANTITY 
OF SKIN PREVIOUS TO THE ADVANCE IN 
PRICE, WE ARE ENABLED TO SELL SACQUES 
FOR THE NEXT 30 DAYS MUCH LESS THAN 


THEY CAN NOW BE MANUFACTURED FOR, 


FUR-LINED CLOAKS 


IN GREAT VARIETY 


from $35.00 upward. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston St., 


AND 


139 to 151 Bowery. N. Y. 


@a~ BRANCHES IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL CITIES. 








GRAND DISPLAY 


PANTS TO ORDER - - $4.00 to $10.00. 
SUITS TO ORDER - $15.00 to $40.00, 
OVERCOATS AND ULSTERS TO ORDER from $15.00 upw. 


Electric Light used.—Colors seen as distinct as in day 
time. 
Samples sent to every part of the United States, with instruc- 


tions for self-measurement. 








L. DE VENOGE, 


87 South William Street, New York. 


GENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wiue 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘A 3HL NI GILYOdWI 














HUNGARIAN WINES. 


526 BROADWAY 
m ALSO, 
#103 & 105 E, 44th St., New York. 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States 











RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole Ms ents for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 
TAUNU UR INERAL WATER. 
Dletch a Ye 0., oe Rhine Wines. 
L. AK. & Co. ., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & 4 Cognacs, 
etc., etc. 














RUINART cotattisnea 17200 HAMP AGNES, 


Connoisseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 
anequated in quality. 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor, 
Carte yp an Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
ODGE, CAMMEYER & Co., 
16 Coline St., ‘Sole Agents tor the United States. 








VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 





Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE, 


Manufactured by B. Potrax, New York. 


ESTABLISHED 1853. 
GOLD MEDAL 





ee: 


F. BOOSS & BRO. 


IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


FINE FURS, 


AND DEALERS IN 


Skins and Furriers’ Trimmings, 
449 Broadway & 26 Mercer St., 
"et. Howard and Grand Sts., NEW YORK 


SEAL SKIN SACQUES 
AND 
FUR-LINSD SARIMEWTS 
A Specialty. 


Highest Award at the CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, 1876. 


‘PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshiibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottler’s of RinGier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH, LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


PH. SCHERER & CO., 
8 College Place, near Barclay St., N. Y. 














7) Cem T| 
KEHEP’S SHIRTS 
ARE THE VERY BEST. 

Boys’ and Youths’ Shirts, all complete, best quality, $1 each. 
—Keep’s Patent Partly-Made Shirts, only piain seams to finish, 
6 for $6.—Keep’s Custom Shirts, very best, made to measure, 6 for 
$9; fit guaranteed.—Night Shirts, all styles, extra length, $1 each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy gold-plated Buttons presented to 
pasdhualib of six shirts. 

Keep’s 1% Best Kid Gloves. 

Plain or Embroidered, 1-Button, $1.10 pair.—Plain or Embro1- 

dered, 2-Button’s, $1.25 pair. Every pair guaranteed, 
KEEP’S UMBRELLA 

Best Gingham, Patent Protected Ribs, $1 each; 
per cent. stronger than any other Umbrella. 

Regia and Twilled Silk Umbrellas, and Canes in all styles. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

Comprises all the newest and best goods for Fal! wear. 

Canton and Scarlet twilled Flannel, from 75c. to $1.50. 

Angola, Fleece, Scotch Wool, and Shetland Shirts and Drawers, 
from 60c. to $2.50 each. 

Scarlet Wool Knit Shirts aud Drawers, $1.25 to $1.50 each. 

THE LATEST NOVELTIES 
Are now ready in Gents’ Silk, Linen, and Cambric Handkerchiefs. 
Scarfs in elegant designs and effects. 

Uur Gold-plated Jewelry is the best Quality. Scarf rings, Pins, 
Studs, Sleeve and Collar Battons at about one-half the usual cost 
elsewhere.—Samples and Circulars mailed free. 

Perfect Satisfaciton Guaranteed in all of Keep’s Goods. 


KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY. 
STORES: 


637 Broadway 
Nos, { 1299 Broadway | New York, 


BILLIARD AND 10-PIN BALLS 


warranted 50 


No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn. 








Cloth, IVORY, SHELL 
Cues, Cue-Tips, » and PEARL 
Chalk, etc. , F 
ne ae ancy Goods, 
Checks, Chessinen, A Tomer Sets, 
PLAYING CARDS, & Canes, Fans, ete. 
Dominos, etc. . Repairing dene. 


F. CROTE & co., 


No. 114 East Fourteenth St., New York. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices tosuit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 














Gold, Crystal, Lace, Perfumed & Chrono Cards, name 
62: in Gold & Jet roc. Clinton Bros, Clintonville, Ct. 
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three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
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PUCK. 





| PIANOS. 
Superior to all others in Tone, Durability, 
and Workmanship; have the endorsement 
; of the Leading Artists. First Medal of Merit 
and Diploma 
hibition. Reduced Prices, Cas! . 
Sohmer & Co., 149 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


of Honor at Centennial I-x- 
h or Time 









CALENBERG & VAUPEL 


For Ricuness or Tone, 
Exasticiry or Touch AND WAREROOMS: 
EVERYTHING THAT RENDERS 33 
A Prano PERFECT, THey beta! .W , Soll St, 
CANNOT BE SURPASSED. NEW YORK. r 


FACTORY AND 








COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Gentlemen’s Hats, 
174 Fifth Ave., 179 Broadway, 


2eTweeEn 22d & 23rd Streets, Near CorTLanpT STREET 
NEW YORK. 


CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 
Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 








FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


ORCANBEAT TY BIAKO 


rgans i 3 stops, Bset Golden Tongue Reeds, 5 oct's 

2 knee swells, walnut case,w arnt’d G years, ston! & book $98 

New Pianos, stool, cover & book, $1433 to 8255. _ Beforo 

you buy be sureto write me. Hinstrated Newspaper sent Free 
‘Address DANIEL F, BEAT1 Y, Washington, New Jersey. 


NEW CROP VIRGINIA ,-Tis2ew.croe } VANITY FAIR 
of Tobacco fom which FRAGRANT 

VANITY FAIR Tobacco and Cigarettes are being manufactured, 
is without doubt the finest that has been gtown ina long time, 
and possesses a rare fragrance and a mildness so much sought 
after by connoisseurs The above are now put up by us and sold 
under the brand Excelsior, fhroughout Great B-itain and Europe. 
Try our Fragrant ‘‘HALVES’’—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 


SIX FIRST PRIZE MEDALS. 
WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


Schmitt & Koehne, 
Central Park Brewery 


and 
BOTTLING COMPANY. 

Brewery, Bottling Department and 
Office 159—165 East soth Street. Ice- 
house and Rock-vaults, 56th and 57th 
Street, Ave. A, and East River, N.Y. 
BOHEMIAN- AND LAGER-BEER 


The finest Beer for family use. The best Shipping Beer in bottles, 
warranted to keep in any climate for months and years. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 














H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 











“PUCK” CIGARETTENSare the best. 





THE FAMOUS — 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover, 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US 


PRICE. SIZE. PRICE. 
nee $5.00 ee 
eeessoece 6° esG0008 5-75 deniiskcevennuseavende ee 
Ul itamnsseneeuneees 6.73 Se. © costesscsecicemessses BGS 
is bee voneseaaeebeie 8.75 The Trade supplied. 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 
HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 


Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator: 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City. 





PUBLISHER OF 


ENLARC I NCIOF PHOTOCRAPHS, 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION. 


Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 


PATENT COVERS 


308 Broadway, . FOR 
m NEW YORK. 


FILING ‘PUCK’ 
Price, $1.00 
FOR SALE AT THE ‘PUCK’ 
OFFICE 


21 & 23 Warren St., 
And through any newsdealer 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


can be supplied on demand 
ADDRESS; 


Office of ‘PUCK’ 
21 & 23 Warren St. 











bench 


Wet Cellars, Damp Walls made water-tight. 
RESPONSIBLE GUARANTEE FOR A TERM OF YEARS. 


Refer to R, Hor & Co.; Harrrr Bros.; Lawrence Bros., Bankers, 31 Broad St.; Baur & Betts; 
Frep. K, Mayer and Steen Bros. 


Van Orden’s Asphalte-Slate Roofing & French Asphalte-Rock. 
IMPERISHABLE AND INDESTRUCTIBLE. 
MANUFACTUKERS OF ROOFING AND PAVING SUPPLIES. 

Write for Circular. Describe your 


EDWD. VAN ORDEN & CO., Established 1857, 79 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 


# Esti + free 





JNIAW 





THE MOST 


Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 






The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 


The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own manufacturc and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
CHICAGO, 
ST. LOUIS, 
NEW YORK. 


Waldstein, Expert Optician, 


known in Vienna, Paris, St. Pete~sbu-g and London for up- 

wards of a Century, and in New York for forty years. 

Eyes fitted with suitable glasses. Consultation, inquiry and 

correspondence solicited from those, whose sight is impaired. 
Only the finest Optical Goods kept on Stock, which the Public 


are respectfully invited to inspect. 


WALDSTEIN, 








Photographer, 
4G E. 14. St. 


Union Square. 






I GUARANTEE 
THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN. 
Steam Elevator from Street-Door, 





Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 

Watches. Diamonds, Jewelry, 

Solid silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 

Botw. S. Gth Ave. & Wooster St., NEW YORE. 
Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 

Solid 14 k. Gold Amcrican Stem Winders, $50. 

Diamond S.uds, $10. and upwards. Wedding 

Rings, $3. and upwards, 

The largest assortment of Jewelry at lowcst, 

prices. 


Repairing of everv description neatly executed. 









ep 
* GOOD. S NT CU. O. D. TO ANY PARI OF THE U.S. 





THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 


The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 
Ya exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
greatly reduced prices, and sent by 
mail to all parts of the country. 

Send for full descriptive circular, to 


N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO., ° 





41 Union Square, Cor. Broadway and 17. Str. 





Manufactured by B, Pottax, New York, 





683 Barodway, New York. 
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ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


NOVELTIES IN HOSIERY 
FOR THE 


HOLIDAYS. 


French Silk Hose, new shades; Eng- 
lish Black and Demi-Mourning Laven- 
der Grey. 





Extra quality Embroidered Ribbed 
Spun Silk Hose, Colors, Cardinal, 
Navy Blue, Coral, Fine Old Goid, &c. 
Gents’ Plain and Embroidered Silk 
Half-Hose, specially manufactured for 
Christmas presents. 

UNDERW EAR, 
in Silk, Lamb’s Wool, Merino and 
Cashmere, for Gentlemen, Ladies and 
Children. Boys’ and Gentlemen’s 
Velocipede Lamb’s Wool Hose. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


RICH HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 
FURS. 
Seal Sacques and Dolmans. 
Fur-lined Dolmans and Circulars. 
‘sETS. 

Chinchilla, Ermine, Seal, Hudson Bay, 
Russian Sable and other choice Furs, 
MUFFS. 

Sable Tail, Silver and Black Fox, 
Seal, Chinchilla, Silver Lynx, &c. 

FUR ROBES 
For Carriages and Sleighs. 


Fur Trimmings in all the fashionable 
Furs. 








Broadway, Cor. 19th Street’ 


A HOLIDAY PRESENT 


NEED NOT BE EXPENSIVE 
TO BE APPRECIATED. 








What could be more Acceptable than 


A FANCY BOS 08 BASEEY 
DELICIOUS CANDIES 


FROM 


GREENFIELD’S, 


909 Broadway, near 20th Street. 


A LESSON IN MYTHOLOGY. 

I read to her, one summer day, 

A little mythologic story 
About the maid who laughed at love, 

And ran a race for love and glory. 
I closed the book. She raised her eyes, 

And hushed the song she had been humming; 
Glancing across the shady lawn, 

I saw my wealthy rival coming. 
“« These ancient tales,”’ I gravely said, 

‘‘ With meaning wise are often laden, 
And Atalanta well may stand 

As type of many a modern maiden. 
‘** Minus of course, the classic scandal, 

But with no less of nimble grace, 
How many dainty slippered feet 

Are running now that self-same race! 
“And when Hippomenes casts down 

His golden apples, is there ever 
A chance for love to reach the goal ?” 

With saucy smile, she answered, ‘‘ Never!” 
I rose to go—she took my hand— 

(O Fate! you ne’er that clasp can sever, ) 
And, ‘“‘ Stay,’’ she said, with sudden blush, 

** You know that I meant—‘ hardly ever.’” 





‘“‘Hir the nail on the head—not on the 
thumb,” says Puck. This is indeed thumb 
thing of advice, but when did the mills begin 
turning out nails with thumbs ?— Priladelphia 
Kronikle- Herald, 


WE observe with pain, and it’s greatly to 
their discredit, that some of our exchanges are 
republishing the Derrick’s poem, called ‘‘Beau- 
tiful Snow ” without the proper credit. A little 
snow is a mighty small thing to find fault about, 
we know, but.then we prefer to have the poem 
credited, merely as a guarantee of good faith. 
—Oil City Derick. 

THE invention is one that deserves to rank 
itself alongside of the telephone, the subma- 
rine cable, or any other of the many ingenious 
devices of man to ameliorate the condition of 
his fellow-man, and consists of a gutta-percha 
oyster to be placed in church-fair oyster-soup, 
and to remove the accepted idea that the de- 
coction contains nothing of a solid nature. 
The agent of the Goodyear Rubber Company 
has consented to manufacture the oyster, from 
whom all church societies can rent them at a 
liberal discount; and the satisfaction that flits 
across the face of the customer as he fishes up 
a spoonful of the patent oysters will repay the 
inventor for all the trouble of sleepless nights 
and brain worry.— Baltimore Every Saturday. 


PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1880 CONTAINS: 


Etymological. 
W. Jackson’s Treat. 
A Letter to Miss Mamie. 





To THE READER. 
The Political Horoscope. 
Prognostications. 


JANUARY. Les Morts Vont Vite. 

Fitznoodle in America, Widow and Widower. 
FEBRUARY. Jingo’s Rival. 

St. Valentine’s Day. Jemima’s Poem. 
Marcu. ‘The Count di Macaroni. 

General Remarks. Report of Schliemann Brummen- 
APRIL. schneider. 

The Osteology of Lager -| The Cat. 

Drinking. Dancing. 
In Suabia. 


AY. 
A Quintette of Kisses. Callicop’s Confession. 


June. The Lost Re-lost. 
Fishing. Proxy. 
ULY. Brats. 
Little Tommy’s Talks. The Reduced Literary Beat. 
AucGustT. The Free-Pass Beat. 
What Goeth on at Present. The Theatrical Beat. 
SEPTEMBER. The Horse-Car Beat. 
To my Last Summer’s Hat. The Beat that Never Treats. 
Ocroser. Busterius the Champion. 
Thoughts of Puck’s Private | A Civil Service Examination. 
Poet. City Types: 
NoveMBer. ** Rags!”’ 
Mr. Michael Angelo Mulhooly ‘¢ Fare!” 
on the Political Situation. ** Delly Papiz!”’ 
DeEcEMBER. ** Hot Corn!” 
Essential Oil of Congress. ** Shine!”’ 
A Calendar in Triolets. A Leaf from Vassar. 
The End of the Summer Cam- | After Dinner. 


Experientia Docet. 


paign. ) 
The Ballade of Tobacco. Puck at the Fair. 


Medizval ‘Amenities. Elopements; 
Fashion Facts. Paris, France. 
The Tantalizing Twins. Paris, Ky. 





The Bohemian Philosopher. 








—E£lisa C. Hall, in Scribner's “ Bric-a-Brac.” 


E. RIDLEY & SONS, 


Grand and Allen Streets, New York. 


31st ANNUAL GREETING 


HOLIDAY GOODS 


TOYS, DOLLS, 


BOOKS, SILVERWARE, ALBUMS, TOILET 
SETS, HANDKERCHIEF AND GLOVE 
BOXES, PERFUMERY CASES. 


FUR-LINED GARMENTS, MUFFS, 
BOAS, SEALSKIN SACQUES, &c. 


IN FACT, EVERYTHING 


Suitable for a HOLIDAY GIFT. 





Presents for the Child, ‘ 
Presents for the Youth, 
Presents for the Adults. 


THE DISPLAY 


THIS YEAR WILL FAR EXCEED THAT OF ANY 
PREVIOUS SEASON, AND WILL BE 


SECOND TO NONE 


IN THE CITY, 








Holiday Catalogues, 


(ILLUSTRATED, ) 


SENT FREE OF CHARGE 


UPON REQUEST. 


E. RIDLEY & SONS, 


Nos. 309, 311, 311 1-2 GRAND ST. 
Nos. 56, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68, and 70 ALLEN STREET. 











BY AUTHORITY OF THE STATE. 


GEN. G. T. BEAUREGARD, OF LOUISIANA, 
GEN. JUBAL A. EARLY, OF VIRGINIA, 


Will personally arrange all details and supervise the extraordinary 
Semi-Annual Drawing of the Louisiana State Lottery Company, 
at New Orleans, Tuesday, December 16th. 11,279 prizes, amoun- 

ting to $522,500, including one Capital Prize of $100,c00; one Grand 
Prize of $50,000; one Grand Prize of $20,000, etc. Tickets, ten 
dollars ($10); Halves, five dollars ($5); Fifths, two dollars, ($2); 

Tenths, one dollar ($x). 


Write for circulars, or send address to M. A. Daupuin, New Or- 
leans, La., or same at 319 Broadway, New York. 


DEN TAL , OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Trachsess 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 
Lats 389 Canat Street. 


THE LONDON BAZAAR, 
229 BROADWAY, 
Opposite Post Office. 
GAMES AND NOVELTIES. 
SPECIALTIES: 
The Mechanical Trumpetto and Orguinette, 
The Most Wonderful Musical Instruments of the Age. 
A Child can play it. 








TOYS, 





The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 





Manufactured by B. Potrax, New York. 
. 
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MAYER, MERAEL & OTTMANN, LITHOG. 23-25 WARREN ST.NY. 





OFFICE OF PUCK" 223 WARREN ST NEW YORX. 


‘WILL THEY PULL THROUGH? 











